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FEATURING 


VAULT-KEEPER 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


THE OLD WITCH 






ggf GAPZOOKS / 

W my joy knows v 

y NO bounds! I \ 

/ HAVE JUST RECEIVE!? 

' MV E.C. FAN -ADDICT 
CLUB MEMBERSHIP 

KIT WHICH INCLUDE5 
A FULL COLOR. 
I'/zWOYz ILLUMINATE!? 
CERTIFICATE, A STURDY 


LCn/ /r/ V-J-I # i-i - “ _ . 

WALLET IDENTIFICATION 
CARD. AN ATTRACTIVE 
EMBROIDERED 

SHOULDER PATCH , 

AN 17 A STUNNING 
, ANTIQUE BRONZE- ) 
\ FINISH BAS- ft 
\ RELIEF PIN. SO M 

:A WHAT? / ; 


50 WHAT* SO VOU.TOO, CAH JOIN THE 

1C. FAN-APDICT CLUB! 


THE E.C. FAN -ADDICT CLUB 
ROOM 7 Ofc 

225 LAFAYETTE STREET 
NEW YORK 12, N.Y. 


FOR AN INDIVIDUAL MEMBERSHIP, FILL OUT THE 
COUPON AND SEND IT IN, TOGETHER WITH 2 5f. 

IF FIVE OR MORE OF YOU WISH TO JOIN AS 
AN AUTHORIZED CHAPTER, ENCLOSE EACH 
MEMBER'S NAME AND ADDRESS, ALONG WITH 
25^ FOR EACH NAME, AND INDICATE THE NAME 
OF THE ELECTED CHAPTER PRESIDENT. WE 
WILL NOTIFY EACH PRESIDENT OF HIS CHAPTER 
NUMBER. EVERY MEMBER, CHAPTER OR 
INDIVIDUAL , WILL RECEIVE HIS KIT DIRECTLY... 
BY RETURN MAIL. 


SO, ALL RIGHT/ SO HERE’S MY TWO 
BITS. SO MAKE ME A MEMBER, ALREADY, 

; AND SEND ME THE THINGS AND STUFF LIKE 
; WHAT THE KID UP THERE GOT... SO/ 

! NAME 


! ADDRESS 

| C | T y ZONE NO 

! STATE — 



syilaA’s. «crL'fs m rs a '’f. sus sss’ 


at 225 Lafayette St., 
: Office at New York, 
Inc. Unsolicited manu- 
;r persons appearing In 




HO, HO, HO f and what would YOU like for Christmas? have you been a SHOUL little child? I hope so . 
FOR WITH THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT ALL ABOUT US, THE EDITORS THOUGHT IT WOULD BE FITTING TO GIVE OUR STORY FOR 
THIS ISSUE A LITTLE CHH/STMASY FEELING r IT'S CHRISTMAS gVi* AND ALL GOODLITTlE CHILDREN ARE 
TUCKED IN THEIR B BOOT- BYES FAST ASLEEP? HOf HO f A PERFECT ATMOSPHERE FOR A CHRISTMAS TALE. EH? 




She lingered. . 

THAT HAD CULM 
FROM UPSTAIRS 


CAROL? WHAT’S 
THE MATTER, 

I DEAR? 


DID SANTA 
CLAUS COME 
YET, MOMMY? 
DID HE? 


There was no hurry, she had planned too long 

AND TOO WELL. THERE WERE NO NEIGHBORS WITHIN 
MILES AND SHE HAD ALL NIGHT TO DISPOSE OF THE 
BODY. SHE THOUGHT OF THE INSURANCE, DRIFTED 
ACROSS THE ROOM, AND TURNED ON THE RADIO . . . 


Her HUSBAND WAS DEAD, AND IT WAS THE BEST CHRIST- 
MAS PRESENT SHE'D EVER HAD.' SHE STOOD OVER THE 
LIFELESS BODY SPR AWLED AT HER FEET AND SMILED. .. 

f HA, HA f MERRY CHRISTMAS , 
JOSEPH? YOU'RE SLEEPING SO 
PEACEFULLY? DREAMING OF J 
SANTA CLAUS? 


She hurried upstairs, opened 

THE DOOR TO A SMALL BEDROOM. 


I LL SEE, DEAR? NOW 
YOU BE A GOOD LITTLE 
GIRL AND GO RIGHT TO * 
SLEEP, OR SANTA WON'T 
COME AT ALL f ALL . 
RIGHT? ^ 


NO, DEAR, NOT \ CAN I SEE HIM 
YET? IT'S NOT J MOMMY? CAN I 
TIME, SO YOU SEE HIM WHEN 
GO BACK TO £2. HE COMES ? ' 


' ALL 
RIGHT, 

MOMMY 

'NIGHT. 


She remained until her daughter was sleeping 

AGAIN, THEN RETURNED DOWNSTAIRS. SHE STEPPED 
OVER HER HUSBAND'S BODY, MOVED TO THE TABLE. 
CASUALLY, SHE LIT A CIGARETTE AND INHALED. .. 

YOU WERE SUCH A MOUSE, 
JOSEPH? YOU'LL NEVER KNOW 
HOW WONDERFUL IT IS TO BE 
E OF YOU AT LAST ? 




... LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, 
WE INTERRUPT THIS PROGRAM 
TO BRING YOU A SPECIAL 
NEWS BULLETIN.. . 


...WE HAVE JUST RECEIVED A REPORT FROM THE A 
WORLD-WIDE NEWS BUREAU THAT A HOMICIDAL 
MAN/AC HAS ESCAPED FROM THE STATE HOSPITAL 
FOR THE INSANE.' HE HAS BRUTALLY MURDERED < 
FOUR MOMENmo all citizens are warned to 
remain OFF THE STREETS' TH/S M AN IS EXTREMELY < 
DANGEROUS f WE REPEAT, HE IS EXTREME L Y 
DANGEROUS / 


...ANOTHER REPORT HAS JUST BEEN HANDED ME... 

HERE IS A DESCRIPTION OF THE ESCAPED MANIAC ' HE 
IS SIX FEET, THREE INCHES TALL, TWO HUNDRED TEN 
POUNDS, HAS DARK EYES, SHAGGY BLACK HAIR ' IT IS 
REPORTED THAT HE IS NOW WEARING A SANTA CLAUS 
COSTUME WHICH HE HAD TAKEN FROM A MAN IN THE ^ 
village OF PLEASANT V/LLE f - ‘ ^ 


^ PLEASANT V/LLE?f 
MY GOD f that's JUST 
. SOUTH OF HERE' A 


Sttt PICKED UP THE POKER, fONOLEO IT, CLE A NED IT, SET 
IT IN ITS PLACE BY THE FIRE... 


jing lE bells jingle bells^ 
jInG le all the way... i 


Tut music floated through the room chr/SF 

MAS CAROLS f SHE HUMMED SOFTLY, AND LOOKED 
AGAIN AT THE CORPSE. THE STAINED POKER LAY 
NEARBY... 


She turned and gazed at the 

GAILY DECORATED CHRISTMAS 
TREE, AND THE PRESENTS 

BENEATH IT, . , 

TSK.TSK. . . NOW I'LL NEVER KNOW 
WHETHER OR NOT JOSEPH WOULD j“ 
HAVE LIKED THAT TIE I BOUGHT 


Abruptly, the mantel clock 

CHIMED THE HOUR. IT WAS TIME. . . 


OHf IT S ELEVEN 
TIME TO GET RID 
OF JOSEPH.' AND 
CAROL WILL BE 
ALL RIGHT UNTIL 
I GET BACK.' „ 


She crossed the room to turn 

OFF THE RADIO... THEN STOPPED, 
LISTENING... I 





..HE IS BELIEVED TO BE HEADED NORTH. r POLICE 
OFFICIALS STATE THAT HE WILL NOT HARM CHIL- 
DREN, AND WILL ONLY INJURE MEN IF HE IS PRO- 
VOKED.' IT IS SAID THAT HE IS OBSESSED WITH THE 
KILLING OF WOMEN / ALL FOUR WOMEN THAT 
HE ALREADY HAS MURDERED HAD BEEN ATTACKED 
AND VICIOUSLY DISFIGURED. 



She tip-toed to the window and peered through ' 

IN THE DARKNESS, SHE COULD DISCERN THE RED COS- 
TUME, THE WHITE FUR TRIM.. . 


In A FIT OF SUDDEN PANIC SHE RUSHED TO THE TELE- 
PHONE AND SNATCHED UP THE RECEIVER TO CALL THE 
POLICE' SHE STOPPED... AND AN ICY FEAR CLUTCHED 






The front door knob rattled loudly, she moved 

AWAY FROM THE CORPSE TO THE DOOR. . . 


HE'S TRYING TO GET IN ? 

HE ISN'T GOING TO GO AWAY? 

HE WANTS ME.' S 


THERE? 


Again, she listened in terror as the footsteps 

LEFT THE PORCH AND MOVED THROUGH THE SNOW. . 


THE WINDOWS' HE'LL 


TRY THE WINDOWS' 


In THE SILENCE SHE HEARD HIM 
STOMP FROM THE PORCH? FROM 
WITHIN, SHE FOLLOWED THE SOUND 
OF HIS FOOTSTEPS CRUNCHING IN 
THE SNOW.. . 

HE. ..HE'S GOING 


Madly, she raced through the 

HOUSE TO THE BACK DOOR? SHE 
LOCKED AND BOLTED IT NERVOUSLY.. 


AROUND THE SIDE 
OF THE HOUSE? 
HE'S GOING TO 
THE BACK DOOR? 


She heard his steps clumping 

ONTO THE BACK PORCH, AND SHE 
STOOD AWAY FROM THE DOOR, 
FEARFULLY WATCHING THE KNOB 
AS IT WAS TURNED AND RATTLED... 


Slowly, she lowered the receiver, she stared at 

THE BODY... AT THE FRONT DOOR... AND THE HOUSE 
WAS AS QUIET AS DEATH. . . 


MAYBE HE'LL GO AWAY? BUT l'D.. 
I'D BETTER PUT JOSEPH’S BODY IN 


Frantically, she rushed from window to window, 

MAKING CERTAIN THEY WERE ALL LOCKED, ALL THE 
BUNDS LOWERED? THE RADIO ANNOUNCEMENT THUN- 
DERED IN HER MIND. SHE SHUDDERED CONVULSIVELY. . 



Wniuf LOCKING At l THt WINDOWS SH£ NOTICED JOSEPH 
ON The FLOUR a strange expression fucked ACROSS 
HER FACE. FOR A MOMENT SHE SEEMED BEWILDERED. 



JOSEPH... HEAVENS f I'VE GOT TO GET HIM OUT O 
SIGHTS IF CAROL EVER WOKE UP AND CAME DOWN- 
STAIRS f Itn ^ 


She hurried down to the cellar, stumbling and 

ALMOST FALLING IN THE DIM LIGHT f SHE SWISHED HER 
HAND ACROSS HER FOREHEAD. WIPED AWAY THE 
DROPS OF PERSPIRATION , 


Loaded with her burden she clumsily climbed 

THE STAIRS AND ENTERED THE LIVING ROOM SHE 

SAW THE BODY. . . 

I STILL HAVEN'T PUT HIM AWAY ’I 


OH 

IN THE CLOSET^ IF C AROL EVER SAW. 


$ 


HE STARTED DRAGGING THE BODY ACROSS THE FLOOR 



TO THE CLOSE T,THtN STOPPED AND LOOKED AT 
FRONT DOOR AND THEN AT THE WINDOWS. SHE [ 

THE BODY. . . I ' 1 ' !2HHi 

THE WINDOWS f I'VE LOCKED^ 

ALL THE WINDOWS. . . BUT HE 

COULD BREAK THEM 1 HE'LL /IW&ffijB 

COME INSIDE AND KILL ME< J 



There was lumber in the cellar. Joseph was 

ALWAYS BUYING AND PICKING UP PIECES OF LUMBER 
SILENTLY SHE THANKED HIM ' SHE GATHERED AS MANY 
BOARDS AS SHE COULD, G RABBED A HAMMER AND A 
HANDFUL OF NAILS . 


She PUT DOWN THE BOARDS, THE HAMMER, THE NAILS 
AND NOW, TREMBLING, SHE LIFTED JOSEPH AND BEGAN 
ONCE MORE TO DRAG HIM TO THE CLOSET.. 





From the rear of the house she heard a pounding 

ON THE BACK DOOR AND SHE DROPPED THE HAMMER AND 
DROPPED THE NAILS AND SNATCHED UP THE PHONE TO 
CALL FOR HELP AND REMEMBERED THE BODY ON THE 

floor. . . ^ 


SHE STOPPED, SUDDENLY REMEMBERING THE BREAKABLE 
WINDOWS AND THE FIEND SOMEWHERE OUTSIDE.' SHE 
DROPPED THE BODY, PICKED UP THE LUMBER, THE NAILS, 
THE HAMMER AND STARTED BOARDING THE WINDOWS... 


She went over all the windows 

AGAIN, CHECKING TO SEE IF THEY 
WERE ALL BOARDED UP AND MADE 
SURE THE BODY WAS IN THE CLOSET 
AND WENT DOWN TO THE CELLAR TO 
CHECK THE CELLAR DOOR. . . 


She FINISHED THE WINOOWS AND 
WONDERED WHAT THE MANIAC WAS 
DOING AND REMEMBERED THE DEAD 
BQDY AND WENT BACK AND DRAG- 
GED IT INTO THE CLOSET. . . 


She let the phone slip from 

HER GRASP AND TUMBLE INTO ITS 
CRADLE AND SHE PICKED UP THE 
HAMMER AND THE LUMBER AND ALL 
THE LITTLE NAILS AND FINISHED 
BOARDING UP THE WINDOWS.. . 



The cellar door was locked and she ran up- 
stairs AND CHECKED THE DOORS AND CHECKED THE 
WINDOWS AND MADE SURE THE BODY WAS IN THE 
CLOSET AND RACED UP TO THE ATTIC TO MAKE SURE 


And after she checked the attic she checked 

THE LOCKS ON ALL THE WINDOWS ON THE SECOND 
FLOOR AND THOUGHT OF THE FIEND AND ALL THE 
INSURANCE AND WENT TO HER DAUGHTER'S ROOM. . . 








CAROL f CAROL' 
WHERE ARE YOU** 


MtlU 1 AM MUMMY 
f HERE I AMf 

k DOWNSTAIRS / 


LOOK, MOMMY.' LOOK.' 
SANTA CLAUS IS HERE.' 

. J LET HIM IN ft y 


She rushed 

HEAD LONG 
FROM THE 
EMPTY ROOM, 
CLATTERED 
FRANTICALLY 
DOWN THE 
STAIRS... AND 

STOPPED.. 


HEH.HEHf YEP f IT'S ME. THE VAULT KEEPER.' > 
YOU DIDN'T THINK WE*D EVER HAVE TH^ REAL SANTA 

.1 SUPPOSE 


CLAUS IN THIS HORROR MAG, DID YOU? OH. 

YOU'VE BEEN WONDERING JUST WHAT I'VE GOT IN THIS 
SACK f HEH' IT'S ONLY WHAT'S LEFT OF CAROL'S j 
rtf MOMMY AFTER THAT <, 
WMmf MANIAC WAS THROUGH 
\ WITH HER i HEH,HEH,HEH, 

v : ■' V W\ ■ (iwm. HEHf AND BY THE WAY. 

■ t '#- merry a 

CHRISTMAS' 1 


HO, HO, HOT AND WHAT WOULO YOU LIKE FOR 
CHRISTMAS ? DID YOU ENJOY OUR LITTLE STORY ? 
CAROL'S MOMMY JUST GOT THE BIGGEST SURPRISE 
OF HER LIFE... YOU SEE, THIS SANTA LOVED TO 
SLEIGH BELLES f AND NEXT TIME YOU SEE 
SANTA, BETTER MAKE 
SURE HE ISN'T SIX 
FOOT THREE WITH 
SHAGGY BLACK HAIR 1 
THAT REMINDS ME... I 
GUESS IT'S TIME FOR ME 
TO REMOVE THIS MASK. .. 


The 


I HE r*<JC/M WAS EMPTY AND SHE TORE ThE BED- 
CLOTHES FROM 1 HE EMPTY BED AND SLAMMED THE 
DOOR OF THE EMPTY CLOSET AND CHECKED THE 
LOCK ON THE EMPTY RO OM'S WINDOW. . . 

IT'S LOCKED' SHE'S 
STILL HFRF f SHE'S 
STILL IN THE HOUSE' 

ft' 



fBWte’QW 


HEH, HEH/ FOR A WHILE, l THOUGHT THE VAULT -KEEPER WAS GOING TO 
GET S/CKEN/NGLY SWEET WITH THAT SANTA CLAUS ROUTINE / DON'T GET 
ME WRONG / SANTA'S ALL RIGHT IN HIS PLACE/ BUT TH/S A/N'T THE 
PLACET ENOUGH IS ENOUGH, KNOW WHAT I MEAN? ANYHOO-HAH, HERE'S 
A REAL CREEPY CONCOCT/ON THAT'LL KNOCK YOU OFF YOUR PINS, BUT 
GOOD.' AND IT COMES TO YOU WITH THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE 
CRYPT- KEEPER, which IS ME' I CALL IT... A 


The CARAVAN PLOODEO ON, SILHOUETTED 
AGAINST A SKY STILL BURNING WITH THE 
FIRE OF A SETTING SUN. PERCHED ATOP 
THEIR CAMELS, THREE AMERICANS LOOKED 
ANXIOUSLY AHEAD, ACROSS THE DARKENING 
SAND DUNES, TO THEIR DESTINATION.. THE 
PYRAMID OF KHAFRAf PROFESSOR BURTON 
STlRREO IN HIS SADDLE ANU SIGHED TlREDLY 
WELL. THERE ^ IT’S A GOOD THING, TOO/ I'M 
it is' WE’RE J GETTING A BIT SADDLESORE/ 
ALMOST TO / ANO I CAN'T WAIT TO FIND 
THf END OF \ OUT why OUR FIRST EXPE- 
our journey' ) DiTiON DISAPPEARED f 


Professor burton fell silent again, it had been 

MANY YEARS SINCE HE HAD LAST BEEN IN THE NILE 
VALLEY, AND THOUGH THIS RETURN ELATED HIM, HE FELT 
VERY PERTURBED AT THE CAUSE OF HIS RETURN... THE 
MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE OF THE PREVIOUS EXPEDITION ? 
PROFESSOR... ISN'T THAT THE S/ EH? OH...YES, MISS ' 
FAMOUS SPHINX I’VE READ SO J ALLEN f THM"S THE 
much ABOUT? SPHINX OF GIZEHf 


Melody allen was a journalist... and the professor 

KNEW THAT SHE WAS HOPING FOR MORE FACTS FOR HER 
STORY. HE TURNED TO FACE THE LOVELY WOMAN... 

THIS SPHINX, MISS ALLEN, WAS CARVED FROM SOLID 

ROCK nearly FIVE THOUSAND YEARS AGO' it’s 
HEAD IS A PORTRAIT OF KING KHAFRA, WHOSE TOMB 
RESTS IN THAT PYRAMID JUST AHEAD OF US? THIS ENTIRE 
AREA IS REALLY A HUGE BURIAL 6R0UND,MkH THIS 



EGYPTIANS TELL FANTASTIC STORIES 
ABOUT THE SPHINX? IT S SURFACE 
HAS BEEN WORN AWAY BY THE 
RAVAGES OF TIME, LEAVING A VERY 
STRANGE, INSCRUTABLE EXPRES- 
SION, WHICH HAS CAUSED THE 
ARABS TO CALL IT ...THE FATHER 
OF TERRORS ' 



The caravan continued past 

THE EVER-SILENT SPHINX AND 
CAME TO A HALT BEFORE THE HUGE 
PYRAMID 


THE EGYPTIANS TOOK GREAT PAINS 
TO PROTECT THEIR DEAD, MISS ALLEN? 
THEY BUILT THIS GREAT PYRAMID AS 
A TOMB FOR KING KHAFRA.THEN HONEY- 
COMBED IT WITH SECRET PASSAGES 
AND FALSE BURIAL CHAMBERS TO 
MISLEAD ANYONE WHO ENTERED? 


WE KNOW FROM MESSAGES THEY SENT US THAT THE 
FIRST GROUP WAS ON THE VERGE OF A MONUMENTAL 
DISCOVERY? I BELIEVE THEY HAD STUMBLED UPON 
SECRET CHAMBER OR PASSAGEWAY THAT WOULD LEA 
THEM TO THE REAL TOMB OF KING KHAFRA. AND I 
THINK THEY MUST HAVE BECOME LOST IN THE 
LABRYINTHS? 


BUT... BUT THAT WAS 
MONTHS ago ? HOW... 
HOW COULD THEY LIVE? 






Their way illuminated by lamps.the small group 

MUDDLED THROUGH A MAZE OF PASSAGES AND CHAM8ERS, 
DOWN LONG FLIGHTS OF NARROW STAIRS FILLED WITH 
THE STALE, MUSTY ODOR OF AIR BEFOULED AGES BUST.. . 
HAVEN'T WE GONeV PERHAPS YOU'RE RIGHT.' WE'LL 
FAR ENOUGH? WE ) REST HERE A MOMENT; THEN MAKE 
MIGHT GET LOST* J OUR WAY BACK TO SET UP CAMPf 


Professor burton turned and wearily mounted 

THE STONE-SLAB STEPS THAT LED TO TJjE PYRAMID 
ENTRANCE. THE OTHERS, IN SINGLE- FILE, FOLLOWED 

CLOSE BEHIND ... [m . • ^ 

WE'LL MAKE A CURSORY EXAMINATION 
OF THE INTERIOR WHILE IT'S STILL LIGHT! 

IT'S JUST POSSIBLE THAT WE’LL FIND 
SOMETHING' m 


GOOD IDEA f 
WE CAN SET 
UP CAMP 
s. LATER' 


\PROFESSOR / 
\ ONE OF THE 
J ARABS JUST 
FOUND SOME- 
THING' COME 
^ QUICKLY f A 


Hurriedly, they scrambled 

THROUGH THE NARROW PASSAGEWAY, 


MAYBE TOMORROW ^ 
WE'LL HAVE BETTER 
LUCK f WHEN WE'RE 
RESTED.. 


j THIS PLACE IS 
LIKE AN OVEN' 
SO HARD TO 
L BREATHE.. A 


(SIGH) I WAS HOPING 
WE'D FIND SOME 
CLUE TO THEIR 4 
DISAPPEARANCE' J 


GOOD HEAVENS fj 

IT’S A SECRET J 
PANEL.' MAYBE ^ 
THE FIRST GROUP \ 
FOUND THIS, TOO' J 


f COME ON 'WE 
MUST FIND OUT.' 
LEAD THE WAY, 
v AHBEYf . 


In A group they HURLED THEMSELVES at THE MASS- 
IVE STONF PANEL TO PREVENT ITS CLOSING TO NO 

AVAIL.. | f=~~ — * 

[ IT'S CLOSED 


The LITTLE ARAB CAUTIOUSLY ENTERED THE SECRET 
PASSAGE .FOLLOWED BY THE OTHERS UNTIL ALL WFOF 
INSIDE THE PROFESSOR SHONE HIS LAMP APOUNO TO 
Olsr.ERN THE NATURE OF HIS. SUBPO>j»iriiMr.*. 


WE'RE LOOKER IN' j MY ROD 


PROFESSOR f THE PANEL 

IS CLOSING ' WE'VE GOT 

^ TV STOP ITT ^ ^ 


why, THIS PASSAGE IS 

I in n narrower 

THAN THE ONE WE 
JUST.. 


AMGH/ 




""WE'LL (GASP') HAVE TO GO SINGLE 
FILE.' (PANT) BE. ..BE CAREFUL? 
(GAS P) 


LOOK? STEPS' 
GOING DOWN' 
(GASP?) 


Slowly they inched their way 

THROUGH THE PASSAGEWAY. SWEAT 
SOAKED THEIR BODIES; THEIR 
BREATHS CAME IN SHORT; LAB ORED 
GASPS. 


Again they hurried back through 

THE TUNNEL UNTIL SUDDENLY.. . 
LOOK / ON THEJ BUT... where's 
GROUND.' A ^ ali ? HE'S GONEt 
'E'S DISAP- 


For long minutes they moved slowly onward, the 
passageway became wider but the oppressive heat 

AND SHORTAGE OF AIR WEAKENED THEM GREATLY.. . 


THE EGYPTIANS OFTEN GUARDED THESE PASSAGES WITH 
INGENIOUS DEVICES DESIGNED TO KILL ANYONE WHO 
ENTERS? THIS ONE HAD A WICKED SCYTHE'LIKE BLADE 
THAT WOULD RAISE OUT OF SIGHT WHEN THE PANEL WAS 
OPENED, AND AFTER THE PERSON WAS INSIDE, THE PANEL 
WOULD CLOSE, RELEASING THE BLADE? 

WHAT ARE WE 
GOING TO DO? 


Professor burton pulled a 

HANDKERCHIEF FROM HIS POCKET 
AND WIPED HIS BEADED BROW. . 


GOOD LORD / f WHAT \ i should have known? 
IT'S AHBEY/ I HAPPENED ) X should have known 
HE'S DEAD/ A TO H/M9fJ this passageway would 
have a BOOBY- TRAP/ 




Preceedeo by the light of his lamp, the professor 

WARILY EDGED DOWN THE STEEPLY INCLINED STAIRS. HE 
FELT MELODY ALLEN'S FINGERS GRIPPING HIS SHOULDER 
TIGHTLY... TREMBLINGLY? DOWN... DEEPER AND DEEPER.. 


The SHOCKING, BLOOD-CURDLING SCREAM FROZE THEM 
TO THE SPOT.' FOR A MOMENT ONLY THE SOUND OF THEIR 
HEAVY BREATHING COULD BE HEARD IN THE SILENCE, AS 
THEY STARED INTO ONE ANOTHER'S EYES. THEN, WITH- 
OUT A WORD, THEY CLAMBERED DUMBLY BACK UPTHE 
LONG STAIRS, KNOWING THAT IT WAS TOO LATE.. .KNOWING 
FULL WELL JUST WHAT THEY WOULD FIND . . . 


(GASP?) WON’T THESE 
STAIRS EVER END?... 
SO TIRED— (GASP) 


^ WAIT... PROFESSOR.. 
WAIT FOR HASSAN.. 
(GASP) HE... HAD TO. 
^ TO REST.._«-. 


(GASP?) A... A POOL J... AND NO 
OF BLOOD / BODY { , 


WE'RE GOING TO ^ 
DIE. '(GASP?) WE'LL 
ALL BE KILLED f 
(sob?) r-m ^ 


NO* NO f COME V LET HIM GO? 


WE'LL ALL DIE?T WELL, NOTHING’S 
(GASP?) ONE BY GOING TO KILL MEf 
ONE , WE'LL ALL / I'M NOT GO/NG 
BE KILLED f / ANY FURTHEST 
(SOB? SOB?) / (GASP*) TM GOING 
BACK f I'M 

GETTING OUT' A 


.. .HE.. .HE HAS T STAY HERE. ..WITH 
NO LIGHTf HE \ ME? (GASP?) flKLI'M 
W0N'T...BE ABLE FRIGHTENED (SOB) 
TO SEE (GASP) I JUST. . .JUST DON'T 
YOU'RE...RIGHT..S(SOB) LEAVE ME... 
HE'LL BE BACK... 1 (GASP?) 


BACK/ YOU'LL 
GET LOST? (GASP?) 
...WE... MUST 
STAY TOGETHER? 
(GASP?) COME... 

^ BACK- rwj^ll 

l c ou g h ' Bm 


DON'T.. .DON'T 
CHASE HIM? 
(GASP) HE'LL 
COME BACK... 
(GASP) 


Professor burton slumped back-weakly to the 


Suddenly, echoing through the ancient passages 


stone floor beside the sobbing girl, he cradled 

HIS HEAD ON HIS ARMS, STIFLED A CRY OF ANGUISH. THE 
LACK OF AIR CAUSED HIS HEAD TO POUND AND HIS 
CHEST TO ACHE. THEY WAITED IN THE SILENCE. THEY 
WAITED-LISTENING, HOPING, PRAYING... AND TIME WAS 
AN ETERNAL SECOND... 


OF THE PYRAMID, AN AGONIZED SCREAM SPLIT THE 

SILENCE... !'■ » | *■ 




Neither moved, they both knew it. was hopeless. 

THEIR STRENGTH HAD BECOME TOO PRECIOUS TO WASTE 
ON A DEAD MAN THEY WOULD NEVER FIND. . 


Melody allen struggled to raise herself. 


THERE'S A LEGEND ABOUT THE SPHINX? 
THEY SAY THAT AGES AGO A WAY WAS 
FOUND TO CROSS-BREED A LION WITH 
A HUMAN, AND*THE CREATURE THAT 
DEVELOPED LIVED FOR THOUSANDS i 
OF YEARS S THEY SAY THE SPHINX A 
ACTUALLY LIVED? 


YOU... YC 
SAID... SOI 
'THING' 
WHAT.. 


THERE'S SOMEONE IN I...I DON'T KNOW (GASP 
HERE WITH US f I FEEL \ I’VE BEEN thinking the 
//■/THOSE DEATHS WEREN'T \ SAME THING' SOMEONE.. 
A CCIDENTS ? SOMEONE OR SOM E THING. ..IS 

REMOVED THE BODIES? /DELIBERATELY TRYING 
WHO IS IT, PROFESSOR? / TO XILL US? BUT... IT'S 
WHO /S IT'? SO FANTASTIC. ..I ...I 

CAN'T BELIEVE IT' A 


They stumbled down the long 


The PROFESSOR'S VOICE TRAILED 


...hadn't thought 
'of THAT? maybe 

► THEY FOUND... 

\ great WEALTH? 

MAYBE SOMEONE 
/ BECAME GREEDY? 
YES? (GASP)THAT*S 
PROBABLY . wg 


NONSENSE? (GASP?) 
...PROBABLY SOME J 
MEMBER OF THE ^ 
FIRST EXPEDITION- 
HIDING HERE- 
KILLING US. ..(GASP) 
HIDING ALL THE y 
m BODIES... 


FLIGHT OF STEPS, ALO N G A CORRIDOR. 


OFF INTO THE DARKNESS. B 
THEM STOOD AN OPEN DOOR 


. . BUT IT WAS A VICIOUS CREATURE, 
AND SO TERRIBLY POWERFUL AS TO 
DEFY DESCRIPTION' AND BECAUSE 
THERE WAS NO OTHER USE FOR IT, 
THEY SUPPOSEDLY LOCKED IT IN 
THIS PYRAMID TO GUARD KING 
—A KHA ERA'S TOMB' ^ ^ 


T BUT THIS IS IT f 
MISS ALLEN.BEHIND 
/ THIS DOOR LIES THE 

ANSWER/ I'M sure 

OF IT.' WE'VE FOUND 
KING KHAFRA'S^^ 
REAL TOMB' JH 


.. PROFESSOR. 
BE CAREFUL? 
DON'T... don't 
GO IN THERE? 


On hands and knees they crawled slowly, nervously, 

UNDER THE hinged STONE SLAR, THEY HUDDLED TOGETHER 
by THE ENTRANCE, THEIR BOD'ES QUIVERING WITH FEAR 
AND FifPFf TANDY, THE'R HEARTS. POUNDING |) p e- - "ggl 


Together, they stepped through the doorway. 


PROFESSOR 
THFRE it IS * 
OVER THERF ? 

IT'S OPEN? ' 


AH' T KNEW IT' THE MUMMY THAT 
WAS REMOVED FROM THIS PYRAMID 
Br P!JR MUSEUM YEARS AGO WA‘ 
NOT the REAL KING KHATRA ' . 
TH!5 is THE OUTER CHAMBER TO A 
HIS TOMB? THERE MUST BE Ak 
m 0l A SECRET PANEL... 


/ WAS RIGHT ' THIS IS 
HE AUTHENTIC TOMB OE 
KING KHAFRA' LOOK f 


PROFESSOR (GASP') 
WHAT IS IT 9 WHERE ARF 
WE? WHAT’S IN HERE - ’ 
(GASP) 


w. > 



gxyT 



Sf 1 






LOOK' LOOK, MISS A L LENf WE'VE FOUND I T f 
LOOK AT THE WEALTH IN HERE' (GASP/) DIAMONDS / 
RUBIES' SILVER / GOLD' A FORTUNE/ YOU WERE 
RIGHT, MISS ALLEN.' SOME MEMBER OF THE FIRST 
EXPEDITION MUST HAVE LET THIS GO TO HIS HEAD.' 
HE OBVIOUSLY WANTED TO KEEP IT ALL FOR ^ 
HIMSELF.' I SEE IT ALL' 


MY GOD: I... I 
WOULDN'T HAVE 
BELIEVED THIS 
IF.. .IF I HADN'T 
SEEN IT WITH 
MY OWN EYES' 


MAGNIFICENT.' 
THE WORKMAN- 
SHIP IS SUPERB/ 
AND... AND THESE 
HIEROGLYPHICS/ 
I WONDER IF I 
CAN DECIPHER 
. THEM' ^ 


THESE PEARLS 
ARE EXQUISITE/ I 
NEVER THOUGHT 
THERE WAS THIS 
MUCH TREASURE 
IN THE WHOLE i 
WORLD.' A 


GOOD Z.0/?A' WHA? WHAT 

/LEGEND 9 WH 

ITS TRUE' THE 
LEBEHD IS TRUEy you TALKING 

ABOUT?/ 


LET'S SEE... IN THE-. 
I3TH DYNASTY". HMM._ 
THIS IS EASIER THAN 
I THOUGHT/" THERE... 
CAME INTO... BEING..." 
HMM... 

If 


A WOMAN... 
WOULD SELL 
HER SOUL 
FOR SUCH 1 
BEAUTIFUL 
JEWELS' a 


THE LEGEND OF ' 
THE SPH/ NX .' THE 
SPHINX LIVED .'IT 
SAYS SO ON THE 
^ WALL f ^ ^ 


WHAT OF IT? 

AFTER ALL 
THESE YEARS 
► SURELY, 
YOU DON'T.. 


They turned and stared in the direction of the sound/ in the 

YELLOW LIGHT OF THE LAMP, THEY SAW A MONSTROUS CREATURE ENTER 
THROUGH THE OPENING IN THE WALL ...A CREATURE WITH A BODY OF A 
HUGE UON and THE WITHERED, AGES OLD HEAD OF A MAN' THE GIRL 
SLUMPED TO THE FLOOR... AND PROFESSOR BURTON HAD TIME TO EMIT ONE 
SHORT, PETRIFIED SCREAM BEFORE THE SPH /NX LEAPED f 


HEH.HEH.HEH/ THAT MAKES TWO 
I EXPEDITIONS THAT HAVE COMPLETELY 
DISAPPEARED WITHOUT A TRACE/ ANY- 
ONE CARE FOR A FREE TRIP JO EGYPT? 
ALL YOU HAVE TO DO, NOW THAT 
YOU'VE READ THIS STORY, IS TO 
BRING A WHIP, A CHAIR, AND A PISTOL 
FILLED WITH BLANKS... AND YOU* RE 
ALL SET/ THE TREASURE 
WILL BE YOURSf AND IF 
ANYONE WRITES IN TO TELL 
ME THIS STORY SPHINX , 
I'LL CROWN HIM' BY THE 
BYE BYE, CASE YOU DIDN'T 
KNOW, YOU’LL FIND INFO RE 
THE £~G FAN-ADDICT 
CLUB ON THE INSIDE 
FRONT COVER /GIVE MY 
\ LOVE TO YER MUMMIES' . 
HEH.HEH, HEH,' 




Lionel Blivet stamped down on the 
brake, switched off the ignition key 
and swung out of the car. The air was 
dry and clear up here on the narrow 
dirt road; high above towered the 
bald cliffs of the Waraji mountain 
range. Lionel reached into the sedan 
through the open window, and turn- 
ed a dashboard dial. There was a 
momentary whirr, then the sound of 
blaring trumpets issued from the car 
radio. Lionel smiled, his sense of iso- 
lation relieved by the apparent near- 
ness of the studio orchestra ... it was 
a family joke that Lionel would prob- 
ably try to sneak a portable radio in- 
to his coffin, to accompany him on his 
long trek to the cemetery! 

The sky above was glittering blue, 
dotted occasionally by creamy suds 
of cloud. This was the sort of freedom 
that Lionel hankered for . . . the open 
space here in the lofty hills gdve a 
man a chance to breathe! He might 
even amble over to that crude path 
which snaked up toward the crest of 
the nearest outcropping of rock, 
Lionel mused. He turned, his hand 
moving toward the off«on switch of 
the car radio. He'd be gone for a short 
while, exploring the hills ... no sense 
in running down the battery, was 
there? 

At that moment a strange noise 
erescendoed down from far above . , . 
from some hidden niche in the hill . . , 
and Lionel whirled, his curiosity 
aroused. A series of blurred shadows 
moved across the mountain's face; 
high up under the crest there appear- 
ed to be a cave which had escaped 
previous detection, Lionel drew a 
deep breath, his blood tingling, and 
raced toward the path. Worth look- 
ing into . . . might be something excit- 
ing up there in that cave! 


The sound of the car radio gradu- 
ally diminished as Lionel slithered 
and groped up the steep incline. By 
the time he had reached the mouth of 
the cave Lionel had to turn and peer 
far down to reassure himself that his 
car was where he had left it. Then he 
plunged into the murky darkness of 
the cave. 

Almost at once he wds aware of a 
furious flapping against his body, 
stunning him with its brutal force. He 
shook his head and tried to back out 
of the cave but, to his surprise, dis- 
covered he was stretched on the 
rough ground ... he had obviously 
been knocked off his feet the moment 
he stepped out of the sunlight! Lionel 
squinted, trying to accustom his eyes 
to the perilous darkness; suddenly 
the things were on him again . . . 
slashing savagely at his face, ripping 
at the arms he threw up to protect 
himself. Now he was on his back, 
squirming in agony, blanketed by a 
swarm of hissing creatures which 
tore mercilessly at his flesh. 

He was badly wounded, Lionel 
knew instinctively, tasting blood with 
his tongue. And then, hearing the re- 
doubled sound of flailing wings, he 
realized who his assailants were, He 
had walked innocently into a cave 
housing a horde of bloodthirsty, man- 
killing BATS! 

On his face, his nose buried in the 
gritty sand, Lionel felt the vicious, in- 
cessant, deadly jabbing at the back 
of his skull. And in that last moment 
of consciousness, Lionel Blivet's brain 
held a single thought. I'm doomed to 
die up here in this god-torsaken cave , 
an inner voice whispered, and 1 did- 
n't turn oil the car radio! That battery 
. . . it's going to ... to . . . A1EEEEEEE! 



HEV, WASN'T \ 
f THERE S'POSE T'6E 

A Bl& BOWL GAME 
HERE T'PAy, MELVIN?' 
50 WHERE'S ALL 
THE PEOPLE ? y 

^ 50? 


_=7so HAVEN'T you ^ggj 
/hEARP, IRVINS? THE 
FIRST ISSUE OF E.C.'S N 
NEW HUMOR MAG- IS 
OUT. THE PEOPLE ARE ALL 
DOWN AT THE NEWSSTAND.. 

kmRiuii/'i / 


YEP, KlODlES '£.C's^|H///0 , iMO>P/*MS, PANIC 
/£ ON SALE, SO rush DOWN TO YOUR 

FAVORITE W6WSSTAN0 ANP flit VOUR 
COPT HOWBVBR IF y©U O0N>T WANT 
TO MUStl ANY FOOTBALL ISAMES... 

IF YOU WANT TO REAP PANIC 
ANP SIT IN THE BOWL AT THE 
SAME TIME... SUBSCRIBE f FILL 
OUT THE COUPON ANP MAIL TO... 


THE PANICKY EPITOKS OF : 

PANIC 

ROOM TOfc 

215 LAFAYETTE ST. 

n Y c. i iz, n . y. 

PLEASE SENP ME THE NEXT 8 
ISSUES Of PANIC FOR WHICH X ENCLOSE 
ONE COLLAR f#I.OO) 







THE VAULT- KEEPER’S CORNER 


Heh, heh! BIG NEWS THIS ISSUE! Big. tall, thin news! 

I get rid ol one editor . . . wore him down, I did ! . . . 
and up pops another idiot to take his place! Yep. . . 
it's a PANIC— (The name ol E.C.'s newest magl—ed.) 
Just because Feldstein gets busy putting out a new 
mag, {PANIC!— ed.) I figure I'll do E.C. a big favor 
. . . and offer myself free as editor. They don't take 
ME . . . but take that crumb CRAIG what's been draw- 
ing my stories for the last four years! Imagine... 
putting a mere artist over ME! So after four years, at 
least I get a change of one of the two insipid faces that 
have been leering at me. Course, Obnoxious Willy's 
still around. Next, I go to work on him! Well— enough 
of this tomfoolery . . . let's plunge into the mail sack . . . 
— 
Dear Vault-Keeper, 

I think the OLD WITCH, the CRYPT-KEEPER, and 
you are the world s three most beautiful women. 

Rosemary Cage 

Washington, D. C. 


A wright now! Enough is enough . . . and too much 
is sufficient! The time has finally come to clear up 
what is rapidly becoming a downright embarrassing 
situation, to put it mildly. And I have no desire to put 
it mildly. (So \Phy put it?—ed .) On the job ten minutes, 
and already poking your tall, thin nose in, eh, Craig? 
{Please ... no trouble. l‘ye been sick!— ed.) Anyway 
... as I was saying before I was so crudely interrupted 
...me and C.K. are MEN! (Are w hat?-ed.) MALES! 
Dincha read Kinsey, ya low-lifes? So let not anyone 
make said error a-gain ! 


Dear V.K.. 

The vocabulary in your delightfully disgusting tales 
of horror should deeply impress those of your readers 
with a high intellectual capacity, as well as raise the 
level of word recognition of your younger readers. 
Keep up the fine work. 

Richard Gunst 
Richmond, Va. 


Soitenly, youse slob. Stick wit me, and youse'll get 
a great big vocabu . . . vocabu . . . youse'll know a lotta 
big woids too. 


Dear Vault-Keeper, 

... As time goes on, I'm realizing more and more the 
great difference between yours and the other publish- 
ing companies. Anyone can easily tell by reading just 
one good old E.C. that your company puts much more 
effort and thinking into every story that the other 
trashy companies would ever dream of doing 
Allan Katz 

Flushing, Long Island 


Soitenly, youse slob. Siick wit us. and youse'll get 
phantasmagorical paroxysms replete with silvery 
clangors of exultation. (Wha . . ?—ed.) 


Stake me out in the ball park 
Stake me out in a shroud 
Slash me and stretch me upon the rack 
After I'm dead I will surely come back. 

Let me chew, chew, chew on the home team 
If they don't scream it's a shame 
For it's one, two. three hacks you're dead 
In the old ball game! 


Now a touch of E.C. PERVERTED POETRY submitted 
by Larry Tucker and Arnold Hageman of Anaconda, 
Montana: 


Greasy, grizzly, gopher guts 
Are just the thing to eat; 

Give you great big bulging eyes 
And a couple extra leetl 
or 

Mary had a little ram 

Who gored her just for show; 
Now all that's left of Mary 
Is a finger and a toe! 


And from Kreda Freeman of Star, Idaho : 

1 was walkin' down the road 
" When I stepped upon a toad 

Its guts fell out and I tell in 
That was the end of me and him. 


And from Paul H. Cox of Farmville, N. C. : 

On top of Old Smokey 
All covered with red 
1 lost my true loved one . . 

I bashed in her head! 


— 

Dear Vault-Keeper, 

I like your magazines very much, but I want you to 
know that my father is an undertaker, and a very nice 
undertaker too. I don't like the way you always show 
undertakers to be fiendish monsters and depraved 
maniacs. Please don't run any more stories about un- 
dertakers, like that. 

Jerry Simonetti 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I'm all choked up! All right, Jerry ... no more nasty 
stories about undertakers. I promise) 


And now tor a lew commercials before closing!! 
New subscription rate . . 8 issues of the VAULT OF 
HORROR . . one buck . . manila envelopes. And re- 
member JOIN THE E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB ...de- 
tails on the inside front cover! And then there's PANIC 
don't miss the first issue of this hot item ! Guaran- 
teed a sell-out . even it my idiot editors have to buy 
up ail the copies themselves! And do write, you dears 
. more poetry, songs , titles, things, and dead an- 
imate! The address for stuff like that there is: 


And now for a few choice tid-bits from my talented 
readers! First, an E.C. PARANOIAC PARODY to be 
sung to the tune of Take Me Out to the Ball Game . . . 
submitted by Michael Reynolds of Somerset, Pa.: 


The Vault-Keeper 
Room 706, Dept. 35 
225 Lafayette Street 
N.Y.C. 12. N.Y. 


HERE'S A PRETTY HORRIBLE YARN 
ABOUT A GAL WHO GOT HER... 

BEAUTY 

REST 



Helen curtis drew aside the flimsy curtain that draped the sole window of the cheap furnisheo room 

SHE SHARED WITH JOYCE NOBLE AND GAZED OUT INTO THE DESERTED MIDNIGHT STREET. HELEN FUMED. LUCKY 
JOYCE. JOYCE WAS ALWAYS GOING OUT ON DATES, BEING SHOWN THE TOWN, BEING TAKEN TO NIGHTCLUBS AND 
FANCY PARTIES.. WHILE SHE, HELEN, WAS FORCED TO SPEND LONELY EVENINGS IN THEIR COLD-WATER FLAT. NOW 
SHE WATCHED AS THE FLASHY CAR DREW UP TO THE CURB AND JOYCE GOT OUT FOLLOWED BY HER LATEST 



TOMORROW NIGHT, MISS NOBLE... AT THE AWARD 
PRESENTATION. I won't BE AT the CONTEST, 



Helen studied joyce as she undressed, pretty 


JOYCE. SHE’D ALWAYS MANAGED TO GET THE BREAKS. 
EVER SINCE TMF.yY) BOTH COME TO NEW YORK CITY IN 
SEARCH OF MODELING CAREERS 


* GOING TO WIN? I 
DON’T UNDERSTAND.' 
MOW CAN YOU BE ras| 

m SORE? i 


I'M GOING TO WIN A 

BEAUTY CONTEST 
TOMORROW MORNING, 
m HELENA rwisr\ r- 


Helen watched as joyce cleverly avoided mr 

BOXER’S FUMBLING ATTEMPS to KISS her GOOD-NIGHT. 
AFTER A WHILE, HE GAVE IIP AND DROVE OFF, AND JOYCE 

ME INSIDE [ 

OH* HELEN f YOU'RE UPf I 
HOPE I DiDN T AWAKEN YOU, 
i HAVE SUCH WONDERFUL 
NEWS, DA RUNG/ 


havf a NICE 
TUBE, HONEY 9 






Joyce reached for her bag and 

HANDED HER JEALOUS ROOMMATE THE 
SLIP OF PAPER MR. BOXER HAD 
GIVEN HER... 





Helen slid into bed beside prostrate joyce, 

LISTENED TO HER HEAVY BREATHING, AND THOUGHT., 


In THE MORNING HELEN arose quietly and dressed 
HASTILY. SHE FISHED THE NOTE FROM JOYCE'S BAG AND 
SLIPPED OUT THE DOOR PAUSING ONLY TO SNEER AT THE 
SILENT FIGURE IN THE BED... 





THAT REMINDS f 
ME OF THE 
TIME I FOUND 
THIS GOLD i 
BRIDGE i N \ 
ONE CUSTOMER'S 
MOUTH.' I- 


ER... 

COULD 

YOU 


C IS YOUR NAME GEORGE ?J 
MR. BOXER ASKED ME } 
TO GIVE YOU THIS NOTE.!) 


) HEY, NED' 

I THE DAME 
IS TRYIN' 
V 0/6 UP 
GEORGE' 
HAW f ^ 


MR. BOXER GAVE 
ME THIS NOTE TO 
GIVE TO GEORGE, 
SO IF YOU'LL.. -J 


OH' SURE' 
SURE' HEY, 
7 GEORGE' 


iwnrnTAKFRg and 


Helen caught a bus uptown and went to the 

HOTEL WHERE THE UNDERTAKERS' AND EM8ALMERS' 
ASSOCIATION WAS HOLDING ITS CONVENTION. AS SHE 
CROSSED THE LOBBY,, 

HEH.HEH. SO I SAYS TO THE 
DAME, 'SORRY, LADY .' YOUR 
HUSBAND WAS OYER SIX 
FEET FOUR INCHES TALL 
THAT’LL MEAN A CUSTOM- 
BUILT COFFIN!' 


BET YOU / YOUR 
SOAKED HER \ PARDON' 
7 PLENTY' -6^7 Am 


PUSHED UP THE PRICE ON 
A STANDARD JOB TWO 
HUNDRED BUCKS. SHE 
NEVER KNEW THE DIFFERENCE. 
THINK A BAWLIN’ WIDOW'S • 
GONNA UP AND MEASURE A 
COFFIN DURING THE SERVICES'? 


HELP 


HEH,HEH r BOY.DIDl HAVE TO 
SQUEEZE TO PUSH JASPER IN 


HUH? OH, COULD YOU 


SURE, J TELL ME 
LADY? ) WHERE I 
WHAT'S ) CAN FIND 

GRIEVIN' l GEORGE? 

YUH? HAH? 


The TALL DARK MAN NAMED GEORGE READ THE NOTE 
THEN LOOKED HELEN OVFR 

OKAY, HONEY f DON'T WORRY C THANK YOU, T 
ABOUT A THING' JUST GET 
TO YOUR SUIT, 'the REST 
THE GIRI § ARE IN THERE 


HFLFN UNDRESSED AND GOT INTO HER SUIT. SHE WAITED 
WITH THE REST OF THF CONTESTANTS UNTIL IT WAS TIME 
FQR THE CONTEST, THFN.AIONfi WITH THE OTHERS, SHE 
PARADED BEFORE THE WISECRACKING 

EM BALMERa 

OKAY, ROYS ' CA / M DOWN ' JtFFI 
HERE'S THE RESULTS ' the 

JUDGES PICK... TO BE 'MISS 
CORPSE OF 1954 MISS 
HELEN CURTIS.. 



{TONIGHT, MISS CURTIS tfrHANK 
TONIGHT, AT THE -/YOU, GEORG 
AWARD PRESENTA - } I'LL BE 
. TtONf COME TO THIS ] THERE f 
' ADDRESS AT 8:00 P.Mf K 


Helen smiled, waiting for flash 

BULBS TO START GOING OFF, BUT 
NOTHING HAPPENED— 


WELL, HONEY' HERE I AM.' 
'HISS CORPSE OF !9J > 

M CHOKE... 


MR .BOXER SAID 
there’d be NEWS- 
I PA PER COVERAGE.. 


WHY, WHAT'S 

WRONG, 

MISS CURTIS* 


Helen began to tremble. 


she ...SHE'S DEAD. 


Helen dressed and hurried back 
downtown to her flat, as she 

BURST IN THE DOOR, TAUNTING... 


I MUST HAVE GIVEN 
TOO KANT PILLS. 
.1 KILLED HER' ■ 


Joyce noble lay chalk-white and silent on 

THE BED EXACTLY WHERE HELEN HAD LEFT HER 
THAT MORNING... j <r — 


HER 


Helen began to cry. she thought of giving her- 
self up. she thought of spending the rest of her 
life behind bars, and then she thought of the 

AWARD PRESENTATION THAT NIGHT.. .AND THE PHOTOG- 
RAPHERS AND NEWS STORIES AND HOLLYWOOD? AND SHE 
MADE UP HER MIND... 


By THE TIME THE POLICE HAD COME, HELEN HAD 
CLEANED HER FINGERPRINTS OFF THE POT, THE GLASS, 
AND THE BOTTLE THAT HAD CONTAINED THE SLEEPIN6 
PILLS. SHE SOBBED OUT HER STORY,. 

I WAS ASLEEP WHEN SHE GOT IN 
LAST NIGHT THIS MORNING, I LEFT 
HER THAT WAY. I.. .SOB ...DIDN'T 
EVEN KNOW. . . SOB . . . SHE ' D 
DONE IT f 


HELLO ' POLICE? I... I ^ 
WANT TO REPORT A SU/C/DE' 



AH' 'HISS 
CORPSE OF 
1954 .' ' 
COHE IN.' J 


AND NOW, IT'S FAHE AND 
FORTUNE FOR ME.. THE 
CLIMB UP THE LADDER TO 
SUCCESS. I'M R/D OF 
JOYCE AND NO ONE SUS- 
PECTS ANYTHING- 5 


Mr. boxer was there... with the others. ..leering 


WHAT HAPPENED TO MISS NOBLE, i 
MISS CURTIS? SHE WAS SUPPOSED 
■■H TO WIN? —T 


GET |R, I CHOKE* 
BOYS f 


That night.helen rode the sub- 
way UPTOWN TO THE ADDRESS 
GEORGE HAD GIVEN HER, GLOATING 
WITH SATISFACTION. THE POLICE 
HAD BELIEVED HER STORY... 


The ADDRESS LED HELEN TO A 
DARK BROWNSTONE ON THE EAST 
SIDE OF TOWN. SHE RANG THE BELL 
HESITANTLY... 


George led helen down dark 

WINDING STEPS TO A DANK-SMELLING 

CELLAR.. , 

MEMBERS OF THE UNDERTAKERS' AND 
EMBALMERS' ASSOCIATION. I GIVE 
YOU HELEN CURTIS... ‘MISS CORPSE 
OF 1954'? 


I DON'T SEE ANY 
CARS. I WONDER.. 




Mr 


BOXER SHOOK HIS HEAD SADLY 


A PITY, MISS CURTIS. YOU SHOULDN T 
HAVE BOTHERED. YOU SEE... « ■ 


I TOOK HER 

PLACE. SHE 
COULDN'T HAKE 
f IT? 


They came at her with a rustling of rubber tubes and a WINNOWING 

OF SCALPELS AND A SLOSHING OF EMBALMING FLUID AND A HUMMING OF 
PUMPS AND MOTORS ... f \ 1 T 


HEH, HEH? AND SO WE LEAVE 
HELEN TO THE HERCY 0 F THE (LEA. 
AS THEY CUT AND SI ASH AND DRAIN 
HER BLOOD now it ! 8 time to 
turn YOU OVER TO THE OLD WIWH. 
who'll feed you a DELIRIOUS 
DESSERT to 
WINDUP MY HOP 
! . ' .^'Qv BID HAG. DON T 
FORGET.' IF YOU'RE 
an EC. FAN and an 
j ADDICT of E.C. 

HAGS, JOIN THE EC. 
JSXiffc FAN- ADDICT CLUB’/ 
wSSaSSS i MAKE FRIENDS/ WEAR 

p,NSf FRA “ E cer- 

\ TIFICATIS? CARRY 

l CLUB CARDS? WEAR 

\ CLUB PATCHES? 

4 ¥d£/'M DROP DEAD' - 


YOU SEE, MISS CURTIS, HISS CORPSE OF 1954 
MUST ACTUALLY BE A CORPSE. 






HEE.HEE' WELL IT'S TIME FOR ME TO BREW MT 800, AND LET ME TELL YOU RIGHT NOW THAT IT'S A REAL 600ET 
BRE,W I'M BREWING' THIS IS THE OLD WITCH, MISTRESS OF THE HAUNT OF FEAR. REAOT TO SERVE TOO ANOTHER 

uoitaiu morsel Of misery to satisfy tour monstrous arretites for evil? hire it is, you HORROR 
HUNGRY HOUNDS, THE STORY OFA LITTLE GOT ANO HIS. . 


GEE.WHILIKERS ' THIS IS THE 0FST CHRISTMAS' 
I'VE EVEN HAD,' / CAN SEE f I CAN SEE / 
.EVERYTHING.' I’M SO HAPFYf 



"But I ALWAYS KNEW SHE was beautiful even 
THOUGH I NEVER SAW HER FACE UNTIL TODAY, tAUSE SHE 
WAS ALWAYS SO GOOD TO ME f WHEN I WAS ONLY A 
BABY SHE USED TO SING TO ME AND PLAY WITH ME TO 
MAKE ME FORGET HOW HUNGRY I WAS.?. 



"My DADDY WAS A GOOD MAN. HE 
USED TO WORK HARD AN 1 EVEN 
THOUGH HE NEVER MADE MUCH 
MONEY, HE AND MOMMY WERE HAPPY'' 


"Like i say, he never made much 

MONEY, AND WHEN THERE WASN’T 
ANY WOOD FOR THE STOVE, THAT'S 
WHEN MOMMY USED TO CRADLE ME 
IN HER ARMS TO KEEP ME WARM..." 


1 DON'T REMEMBER MY DADDY TOO 
WELL 'CAUSE HE DIED WHEN I WAS 
VERY SMALL. BUT I CAN REMEMBER 
THE SOUND OF MY MOMMY CRYING 
AT NIGHT AND HOW SHE USED TO TALK 
TO ME. ..LIKE I COULD UNDERSTAND-." 




"It was right after my daddy died that mommy 

HAD TO START WORKING. I DIDN'T SEE HER MUCH, BUT 
WHEN SHE CAME HOME AT NIGHT, SHE'D SIT ME ON HER 


My mommy tried to teach me everything she COULD 

'CAUSE I couldn't GO TO SCHOOL LIKE OTHER KIDS WHO 
COULD SEE' 'COURSE, SHE COULDN'T AFFORD TO SEND 
ME TO A SPECIAL SCHOOL... SO I DIDN'T HAVE ANY 
FRIENDS AT ALL TO PLAY WITH.' BUT X DIDN T MIND... 
'CAUSE I ALWAYS HAD MY TEDDY BEAR... " 






. DON T HI.Ml Mdl l< WHERE MY 


I EDUY BEAK CAME E RUM 


"AmB I MEN MY MOMMY 60T MARRIED AGAIN. 1 UIOn'T 



SEEMS LIKE I ALWAYS HAD HIM * AND WHEN MY MOMMY 
WAS AWAY ALL DAY, HE USED TO KEEP ME COMPANY. I 
USED TO TALK TO HIM ALL THE TIME. TEDDY BEAR WAS 
THE ONLY FRIEND I EVER HAD..!’ 


LIKE MY NEW DADDY AS MUCH AS MY REAL DADDY AND 
I DON'T THINK MY MOMMY LIKED HIM, EITHER. SHENEVER 
SAID SO RIGHT OUT, BUT I THINK SHE ONLY MARRIED HIM 



*My MOMMY AND TEDDY BEAR 
NEVER LAUGHED AT ME 'CAUSE I 
COULDN'T SEE WHERE I WAS GOING. 


“After my new daddy came to 

LIVE WITH US, I HAD TO SLEEP 
ALONE. BUT I HAD TEDDY BEAR TO 


" My MOMMY and I WERE AFRAID OF 



MY NEW DADDY. HE WAS MEAN TO US.. 
AND HE USED TO MAKE MY MOMMY 



OVER 


THAT CHAIR | [ WHY DON'T YOU LOOK WHERE YOU'RE 
GOING, BOY ? HA, HA.' ^ 


OH, BILLY/ ARE YOU ALL 
r RIGHT? j- wm/t 


THING READY IN A MINUTE/ 


"Seems like my mommy was ALWAYS unhappy 
SOMETIMES MY NEW DADDY WOULDN'T COME HOME ALL 
NIGHT, AND TEDDY BEAR AND I WOULD LIE AWAKE , 
LISTENING TO MY MOMMY CRYING IN HER SLEEP AND 
WHEN HE DID COME HOME... HE WAS ALMOST ALWAYS 

DRUNK. 

t GETAWAY FROM ME' Y^all right, jed' don't be n 
[I CAN WALK' GET ANGRY f I'LL HAVE SOME- 

IA IE SOME FOOD CA 


"He oidn't like me. he used to always make fun of 

ME AND LA_UGH^T_ME 'CAUSE I WAS BLIND / 



^TCOUGH) OF COURSE I'M 1 
ALL RIGHT, BILLY? I 'm FEEL- 
ING JUST FINE... (COUGH) 


( MOMMY... YOU DON T 
SOUND GOOD? ARE YOU 
ALL RIGHT? ARE YOU? 


[AND... AND I WISH I WAS BIO f 
iTHEN I COULD TAKE CARE OF MY 
MOMMY. I DON'T LIKE TO HEAR 
HER CRY SO MUCH? SHE NEVER 
USED TO CRY WHEN MY REAL^A 
DADDY WAS HERE ! 


"I COULDN'T HELP IT IF I HAD FUNNY 
LOOKING EYES, COULD I ? IT WASN'T 
MY FAULT, WAS IT? IT WASN'T MY 

FAUL T..^ . 

^6ee7tEDDY BEAR.. .YOU AND MOMMY 
ARE THE ONLY FRIENDS I HAVE. I...] 
X WISH I COULD SEE i THEN. .(SNIFF)i 
THEN MAYBE HE WOULDN'T MAKE J 
— Y FUN OF ME. 


rr/AND I CAN'T HELP 
IT IF I GOT FUNNY 4 
t LOOKING EYES? M 
\ (SOB-SOB) (SOB) J 


tVELL'*? WHERSH 
EVER‘BODY?f I*M 
HUNGRY AND I...d 


“Lots of times my new daddy wouldn't give my 

MOMMY ANY MONEY. AND THAT'S WHEN MY MOMMY HAD TO 
START WORKING AGAIN. BUT SHE HAD TO WORK TOO 
HARD.. AND I KNEW IT WAS TOO MUCH FOR HER. SHE 
GOT^ICK^J^. 


...IT ISN’T RIGHT, IS IT, TEDDY BEAR? 
IT isn't RIGHT THAT SOMEONE GOOD 
LIKE MY MOMMY SHOULD ALWAYS A 
CRY? (SNIFF) AND. ..AND... A 


" I REMEMBER ONE NIGHT WHEN IT WAS ALMOST CHRISTMAS. 
MY MOMMY WAS REAL SICK AND MY NEW DADDY HADN T 
BEEN HOME FOR A FEW DAYS, SO THERE WASNT ANY 
MONEY IN THE HOUSE. MY MOMMY WAS AWFUL SICK. 

I WAS IN BED WITH TEDDY BEAR TRYING TO KEEP WARM, 
WHEN ALL OF A SUDDEN THE DOOR BURST OPEN../ 



MOMMY? I HEARD HIM' HE STARTED AND CRVjNG AT THE SAME TIME 
TO YELL AND MAKE HER CRY' HE dTbIG BULLY 

SHOULDN'T HAVE DONE THAT.'MOMMY ) isn’t LITTLE ) YOU LEAVE MY 
WAS SICK.' AND THEN I GOT MAO AND 'shOE- J MOMMY ALONE 

JUMP ED OUT OF BED. . BUTTON YOU HEAR ? f Y 

MON, TEDDY ^ LEAVE HER A 

wUpr M I BEAR.' WE GOTTA \ L T ~6tAAl 

J HELP MY MOMMY ' J 'A V 


MATTER , 
WITH YOU'? 


(COUGH) I'M SICK' 
JED . . HELP ME. . . 
r THE BOY. . . 


I WANTED TO HIT HIM.' I WAS SO MAD, I WANTED TO 
HURT HIM A LOT' BUT I COULDN'T SEE WHERE I WAS 
GOING AND 1 TRIPPED OVER A CHAIR OR SOMETHING... 


THERE' YUH HEAR ME, BOY?' I RIPPED OUT 
YOUR TEDDY BEAR'S EYES' NOW HE’S JUST ■ 
.LINE YOU ' HE CAN'T SEE ANYTHING EITHER' - 


"I REMEMBER LYING THERE ON THE FLOOR CRYING 
AWFUL HARD, AND THEN MY MOMMY WAS NEXT TO ME, 
HOLDING ME AND TRYING TO MAKE ME FEEL BETTER. 
X HEARD MY NEW DADDY YELLING* HE HAD MY 
TE DDY B EAR'" , 

f! I'LL FIX YOU, YOU NO-GOOD ■ - 

' BRAT.' AND I'LL FIX YOUR 
TEDDY BEAR TOO / 



I hEawu my new daddy slam TmE DOOk aS hl went 
AWAY... AND THEN IT WAS QUIET. MY MOMMY JUST HELD 
ME IN HER ARMS THERE ON THE FLOOR, AND FOR A LONG 
TIME SHE JUST CRIED AND KINDA ROCKED BACK AND 
FORTH.. 



"It WAS AN AWFUL COLD DAY? I HAD 
TO STAY IN BED WITH MY CLOTHES ON 
TO KEEP WARM, AND MY MOMMY, SHE 
SHOULDN'T HAVE GONE OUT INTHAT 
WEATHER. SHE WAS REAL SICK 



*1 HEARD HER COME BACK, AND AFTER WE TALKED FOR A 
LITTLE WHILE SHE MADE ME GET BACK IN BED SO I 
WOULDN'T CATCH COLD. I LISTENED TO HER MOVING 
AROUND THE KITCHEN. SHE WAS BREATHING KINDA 
FUNNY AND IT SEEMS SHE WAS COUGHING AN AWFUL 
LOT/ I DON’T KNOW WHAT SHE WAS DOING, THOUGH. 


"I GUESS I FELL ASLEEP f I DON'T KNOW JUST WHEN 
IT WAS BUT I FELT SANTA CLAUS LIFT MY ARM AND PUT 
MY TEDDY BEAR BESIDE ME. I WAS HALF ASLEEP BUT 
I REMEMBER TOUCHING HIS FACE AND FEELING HlSfjtfES. 
AND I KNEW THEY WERE BRIGHT AND REA L PRE TTY . " 





"The kEXT THING I KNEW, I HEARD 
MY NEW DADDY YELLING. I GOT 
OUT OF BED. HE WAS YELLING AT MY 
MOMMY TO GET OUT OF BED.. . BUT 
SHE DIDN'T MOVE... SHE DIDNT MOVE 
AT ALL 


I LISTENED FOR MY MOMMY. ..AND 
I KNEW SHE WASN'T GOING TO GET 
UP. I KNEW SHE WASN'T EVER 
GOING TO GET UP AGAIN.. 






to become a 

Criminal Investigator 
Finger Print Expert? 

FIND OUT NOW 

at our Expense 

You have everything to gam nothing to lose 1 Here's your 
chance to learn at OUR expense whether you have "what it 
takes" to become a criminal investigator or finger print expert. 

With NO OBLIGATION on your part — mail the coupon 
below requesting our qualification questionnaire It will be 
sent to you by return mail If, in our opinion, your answers 
to our simple questions indicate that you have the basic 
qualifications necessary to succeed in scientific crime detec- 
tion, we will tell you promptly. Then you will also receive 
absolutely free the fascinating Blue Book of Crime" — a 
volume showing how modern detectives actually track down 
real criminals. 

Our Graduates Are Key Men in 
Over 800 Identification Bureaus 

So this is yuur opportunity! Wt have been teaching finger 
print and firearms identification, police photography and 
criminal investigation for over JU years' OUR GRADUATES 
-TRAINED THROUGH SIMPLE. INEXPENSIVE. 
STEP BY STEP, HOME STUDY LESSONS-HOLD RE 
SPONSIBLE POSITIONS IN OVER 8UU U S IDENTI- 
FICATION BUREAUS' We know what is needed to suc- 
ceed— NOW we w arit to find out if you* have it! 

Without spending a penny — see how YOU "measure up" 
for a profitable career m scientific criminal investigation. 
Mail the coupon today ' 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 

(A Correspondent* School Since 1916) 

1920 Sunny side Ave., Dept. 1 167 Chicago 40, III. 





LONNIE aU WAYNE 

GLOSSON RANEY 

Famous Stars of Stage, Radio, Television 
SENSATIONAL NEW 


PICTURE WAY 

SHOWS HOW TO PLAY GUITAR 
in 10 DAYS or YOUR MONEY BACK 


48 PHOTOS 
| Show EXACTLY 
Where to Put 
Your Fingers 

| OVER 100 
SONGS 

Words & Music 
INCLUDED 


folks how lo plav the Guitar . . . anil we guaran- 
tee we can SHOW YOU in 10 days. We do it with 
pictures. 48 actual photos, that show you exactly 
how lo do the fingering. strumming, etc. You don't 
have to study a lot of printed words like in most 
courses. With our home - teaching course, it 's 
mostly a matter of just doing yourself what you 
see being shown in the pictures. It’s the easiest 
and the best way we've ever seen. Even if you ve 
never held a Guitar in your hands before, our 
New "PICTURE WAY” will show you how to 
play. Experienced players, too even professions 
entertainers, have told us this ' PICTURE WAY 
Improves their playing. 

What's more, we give you words and music for 
over 100 songs we've picked for their radio and 
stage popularity. Sing and play along with your 
favorite records, radio, television programs. 
DON'T DELAY! Start TODAY! 

PLAY BEAUTIFUL MUSIC IN 10 DAYS 

OR YOUR MONEY BACK 

We’re so sure that our “Picture Way’’ can show EVERY- 
ONE HOW TO PLAY the Guitar, that we’re giving you this 
IRONCLAD GUARANTEE ... if you are not playing 
beautiful music on your Guitar 10 days after you receive the 
Lonnie & Wayne Home Teaching Course, return the course 
to us and get your money back. Could anything be fairer . j~' 


SEND NO MONEY ! 

Just send your name and address to LONNIE & WAYNE. Pay 
postman only $1.69 plus G.O. D. and postage. (Or send $1.69 with 
order and we pay postage.) Start playing beautiful chords the 
very first day. Be playing music in 10 days or your money back. 

Lonnie & Wayne, Studio 156 1667 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago 47, III. 


Lonnie & Wayne’s OWN Guitar Bargain 

NOW you can own a Guitar that Lonnie &. Wayne personally 
selected to otter to you as AMERICA'S BEST GUITAR Value. 
ONLY $14.95. Send $1.00 Deposit. Pay balance on delivery. 
Write us today — Address LONN IE A. WAYNE. Studio 7 
1667 Milwaukee Avenue . . .CHICAGO 4 7. ILLINOIS 


Hold Your Fingers 

LIKE THSS? 


WHY NOT 

Play the Guitar? 


Lonnie and Wayne, Studio 

1667 Milwaukee Ave., CHICAGO 47. ILLINOIS 


Piease send me. by return ma 
Home Teaching Guitar Courses. I 
ar.d postage. (Or send $1.69 with order and 
stand that you will refund my $1.69 if 1 
music 10 days after I receive it. 




The NEW way to enjoy SPORTS 
Movies, Plays, Television 



ws 

;ue 


NOW GET CLOSE-UP VIE 
ALL DAY WITHOUT FATIGU 

Here for the first time — Germany's famous 
SPEKTOSCOPES — a revolutionary concept 
in binoculars. Wear them like ordinary eye 
glasses — hour after hour — without fatigue. 
Feather weight — only 1 ox. You'll hardly 
FEEL theml Yet here is a new, truly power- 
ful optical dosign that gives you greater 
range than many expensive opera or field 
glasses and a far greater field of view 
than some selling for many times more! 
Has INDIVIDUAL eye focusing for clear, 
sharp viewing, whether you're looking at a 
play in the first row or a seashore scene miles away! SPEKTO- 
SCOPES are ideal for indoors, outdoors or distant scenes 
or close-by viewing. Special low 
price — 1.98, a saving of 8.00 
or more! 



TRY AT OUR RISK — NO OBLIGATION! 


Enjoy at our risk for 5 days. You must be delighted! 
Otherwise your 1.98 will be refunded with no ques- 
tions asked! Limited supply forces us to place a 
limit of 2 per customer. Send check or m.o. for 
prompt, free delivery. COD’s sent plus COD Fees. 
Use convenient coupon below! 

INTERNATIONAL BINOCULAR CO., Dept. 38-NA-90 
53 to 59 East 25th Street. New York 10, N. Y. 


INTERNATIONAL BINOCULAR CO., Dept. 38 NA-90 
53 to 59 East 25th Street, New York 10, N. Y. 

RUSH SPEKTOSCOPES at 1.98 each (LIMIT— 

2) on 5 day home trial. You are to refund my 1.98 if I 
am not fully delighted. 

□ Payment enclosed. Send post free, p Send COD 
plus Fees. 


Address_ 
Town 



